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She found herself shaking hands with a very small
woman with frizzy black hair, tiny black eyes that
seemed to jump and snap, a long humorous nose, and
an outrageous purple dress. After that she shook hands
with a very tall fair man who looked like a retired
Siegfried. These were obviously the host and hostess,
and they were both foreigners, but she never caught
their names. Clearly it was the sort of party at which
names were of little importance. The studio was filled
with people, most of whom had a foreign look. None of
the men wore evening dress, and among the women, she
was glad to see, there was an astonishing variety of
clothes, so that she was not at all conspicuous, Mr.
Golspie recognised a good many acquaintances, and she
was introduced to some of them, mostly youngish men
of a nondescript foreign appearance who drew them-
selves up sharply, looked grave for a moment, then sud-
denly smiled and widened their eyes, as if to say "I am
being introduced to a lady, by my friend Mr. Golspie.
This is serious, important Ah, but how charming, how
beautiful a lady!" It was a pleasure being introduced to
men with such a manner. One of them, the youngest, a
nice, smiling boy with bright hazel eyes, called Some-
thing-insky, insisted upon her smoking a long cigarette,
and brought her a mysterious, greeny-yellow drink. Mr.
Golspie, who had found a whisky and soda, grinned at
her, and exchanged knowing remarks in a mixed
language with various men, who patted him on the
shoulder and slapped him on the back and were patted
and slapped in return.

The little hostess, her eyes snapping furiously, came
rushing through and screamed in an unknown tongue at
two young men in a corner, a small crooked Jew? almost